NO     MORE     PEACE

" O Holy Light,55 the wise men cried,
" In the utter darkness burn !
Before the mortal worlds were made
Thou art the light;   thou art the way.
I am thy servant:   govern me ;
On my inward darkness shine,
Straighten my perplexity
Nor deceive me, nor betray."

But, O, the Golden Age is ended ;

Electric light is not the same,

Fools are proud and wise confounded

So broad and common is the way.

And men's imaginations see

Primal darkness overcome,

For glittering is luxury

And nights of folly bright as day.

SOCRATES. Poor St. Francis ! Napoleon is
right. Reason is dead.

(Exit L.)

(Enter GAIN, THIN MAN, FAT MAN and LITTLE
MAN.)

GAIN. Hallo, where is he ? . . . That League
of Nations fellow has disappeared, too. That's one
enemy out of the way. Gentlemen, the people
have confidence in me. I am the ruler of the
country. . . . Has all the gold and silver been
confiscated ?